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A rumour of a mystery,
A noise of winds that meet and blend, An energy, an agony,
A labour working to an end.
Now shall I rest or shall I rise?
It is the early morning, Hark! A voice like many voices cries,
Comes hither throbbing thro' the dark;
Now one faint line of light doth glow,
I follow to the morning sun, Behind yon hill the trumpets blow,
And there is something greatly done:
The voice cries "Come."    Upon the brink
A solitary fortress burns, And shadows strike and shadows sink,
And Heaven is dark and bright by turns.
"Come" and I come, the wind is strong: Hush 1  there floats upward from the gulf
A murmur of heroic song,
A howling of the mountain wolf;
A tempest strikes the craggy walls, Faint shouts are heard across the glen,
A moan of many waterfalls,
And in the pauses groans of men.
" Come " and I come, no more I sleep: The thunder cannot make thee dumb;
" Come " and I come, the vale is deep, My heart is dark, but yet I come.